THE DEAD NOVELIST.
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A VICTIM OF THE OPIUM HABIT.

How He Obtained the Title for His Novel,
The Woman in Whita,

EIS OPINION OF BOOK REVIEWEES

*WRITTEX FOE THE DISFATCH.Y

Wilkie Collins was a pmme 10 conjure
with when I was s boy at school, and the
great book that first made it famons was
published before I was born; but I did not
make acgoaiotance with the man himsell
until about two yenrs ago. Short asthat
time is, and little as it promises of personal
koowledge, I can truly say that it repre-
sents a period of great intimacy and famil-
jarity. I did not know Wilkie Collins long,
but I knew bim well.

1 do not remember who it was that intro-
dueced me to Wilkie Collins,or for what rea-
son we first met, but I recall the occcasion of
it well enough. He had written sayiog that
I would be welcome tocall upon him, but
must be prepared to find him in the turmoil
of a domestic change of s=ome sort. *‘“Never-

Willide Collins,

theless 1 am still possessed of a table, bottie of
brandr, s couple of glasses and a box of ci-
gars, and will be happy to share them with
the author of So-and-so,”"he wrote, ar nearly
#s I can remember. T found him in the heart
of Lendon, for be was then living in
Gloncester place.  The house was large and
rather dingy, one of the mansionsel 100
Years ago, when the masons of London were
aving the foundatione of the gloomiest
buildings in christendom, snd slso of the
most proiracted bours of hypochondrissis.
The airo’ ploom was as much within as
without the house in Gloucester place. The
walls were paneled, the stairs were of stone,
and the hall was cold, and the whole house
seemed cheerless. Much of this effect must
have been due to the dwelling itself, for
when st e later date Collins removed to
Wimpale street his house was very bright
and homelike. The door had been answered
br = manservant, whose nervousness, hesi-
taney and diffidevce wld a long story in ad-
vance of the hsbit< ol close retirement ob-
served by the man I had come to see. Per-
hape it canvot so confidently be affirmed of
Collins” bouse as oue might have said of the
house of Dante Rosetti, that it reflected the
mind of the man who lived in it, for many
of the quaint things that made it curious
and the begutiful things that made it pleas-
mnt bad come to him from his father, the
peinter,
THE AUTHOR'S AFPEARANCE.

Wilkie Collins was firs* poiuted out to
me by the poet Rosetti as we were passing
through Regent's Park. “That's Wilkie
Co'lins,” suid Rosetti, and I Jooked and
#=w a snall, elderly man, gray-haired and
gray-bearded, large-eved and lion-headed,
rosud shouldered and stooping heavily.
Tha: was my first glimpse of Collins, and
¥wiit a8 it must have been, it left its vivid
impression, so that when he came ioto the
Toom to me five vears afterward at Glouoes-
ter Place, I remembered in & moment that
I had seen him betore. But he had grown
feebler in that interval, paler of face and
more fiabby o body. T think I cannot bet-
ter describe the efisct of las face far those
who have not seen it, but have seen the face
of Garibaldi, than to say that the novelist’s
face resembled the patriot's, with the
difference of having less power and
more vividness. The only serious point
st which this description would be
nt fault would be in re-pect of thee
which were large and protruded, and had
the yague apd dreamy look that is some-
times seen in the eyes of the blind, Perhaps
I would come nearer to giving the right im-
pression if 1 were to add (what I hesitate to
say), thet the expression of Collins’ eyes at
this time was exactly that of 2 man to whom
chloroform has just before been adminis-
tered. Collins’ eyes fixed my aitention ine
stantly, and be saw that it wasso, Perhaps
he suspected that T read their strange look by
the light of my laste experience, perhaps he
was lotk to trust me then, as he trosted me
later, but beiore we had been talking to-
getber Jong he interrupted the conversation
nod said something like this: I see that
you ean't keep vour eves off my eyes, and I
ought to say thot I've got the gout in them,
and that it 1s trying to blind we.*"

I was much tronbled that I had brought
down this remark by the unconscicus rude
nes of & too conslant gaze into the eves that
fascinated me by the story they seemed 1o
tell of daily habit and lifelong suffering.
But I made no attempt to exense it, sod ac-
eenting Colling” reference to the goutasa
sufficient explunation, I banished the matter
frow my mind. It came up awain some
months afterward, and it came np once more
at the end, snd then I remembered witha
painful vividness what my fecling had been
at first meeting Wilkie Collins face to face.

A GOOD TALKER.

I found bim a good and animated tatker,
never very spontancous, but always precise
and right ,not blundering and tripping, ss I
bave hesrd brillinnt talkers blunder and
trip, but also not passionate and overwhelm-
mi: and irresistible. His voice was fairly
full and of even quality, without shrill notes
in it, snd without thrilling depths, a good
voice, not at all o great one.  In manner he
was quict, a little nervous, and not prone to
much gesture. He sat while he talked, with
his bead helt down, and his eves usually on
the table; but he looked into your face from
time to time, and then his gaze was steady
and encoursging, and vou never felt for a
moment that his eve was upon you. In-
deed, without being the most
“magoetic” of men, be was a man o
met you st your ease, to get the best outof
you, tosend you away with a comfortable
feeling soward yoursels, and vet a man with
& proper sense of personul dignity. You
pmever knew it for dignity, and thut was ex-
actly where its strenyth Iay. You left him
with the feeling that Wilkie Collins was
worthy of “The Moonstope,” and that *The
Moonstone’” was not & better product than
Wilkie Collins. Those who have seen
much of distinguished people will know
what T mean by thut, for the chilling of en-
thusinsm that may come upon the first
meeting with someone who has been known
and revered for years is onve ol the hero
worshiper’s commonest experiences.

Wilkie Collius certainly did not dissp-
point expectations, and neither did be trans-
cead them. The same large grasp of fact
and command of detail which you find in
the novels you found in the man. If his
conversation was not large, if his outlook on
life was not wide, if his horizon was not tar
awsy, neither were they little and parrow
and pear. His insight was sure, his mem-
ory unfailiog, and his invention equal. In
6 word, to meet himon fair terms and on his
own subjects, was to know, without having
read bis ks, that he was & full man, pow-
erful by nature, and thoroughly equipped
all round by education and scquaintance
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Low he met with Vietor Hogo whose plavs,
no Jess than his novels, he adwired. Bat
the elder Dumas among French wnovelista
was clearly the god of his idolatry, and
“The Three Musketeers’ was his ideal of a
great nor;. He had been meny timesin
the way of meeting Duaas, but bad never
done so, Then he talked of Seott, whom he
valued beyond words of appraisement, think-
ing *'The Bride of Lammermoor" the great-
est of =il !_pm tragedies. Something he
said, too, of Dickens, butonly in the charae-
ter ol anear and dear friend, with s per-
ceptible sinking of the soft voice und melt-
ing of the gentle eyes, Charles Reade was
also meotioned in relation of the memoir
that had then been mnewly publisbed, and
the jmpression left with me was that the
rougher side of Reade’s character hed never
been seen by Collins exceptas the whole
world ssw it in the squabbles of the news-

Plﬁeer:_“ always kindly of nature, always
alert of mind, always enthusiastic of spirit.
His letters were as fall of pith as his con-
versation. Nothing came out in these letters
mere frequently than the boyish delight in
his work. It was not done easily, but with
grest and often grievous labor—labor of con-
ception, of construction, and of repeated
writing and rewriting—and yet he held to
it, elung to it, and when torn from it by
sickness returned to it in health with the
fiercest eagerness of the literary sspirant.
Never was suthorship less of a trade Lo any
suthor, though he was a competent business
man, and knew how to make the most of bis
market. To write stories was a passion fo
him, and he was ss much a slave to it when
he was beginning the story which he left un-
finished at his death as be bad been 25 years
earlier, before fame had come to him, or
fortune seemed within hisgrasp. I had good
reason to know how much his work took
out of him, for I saw him repeatedly while
he was writing “The Legacy of Cain” and
“Blind Love.” After the first of these he
seemed utterly prostrated and incapable of
even theleast bodilyexertion. I then prayed
of him to take rest, and he laughed and said,
“Physician, besl thysell.” hen I saw
him again soon afterwurd he was deep in
“Blind Love.” I remonstrated, and be
asked bow it was with me. TUunluckily I
fell an easy to his retort, so we laughed
together st the dunderhesdedness we sh

in common. Then, as I remember, he told
me of ancther (riend—a very unliterary one
as I gathered—who bad remonstrated in an-
other fashion (and vastly more effectively)
the day before. On bearing that Collins
had begun & new story on the head of one
that had nearly killed him, this discerning
soul had said, “Wilkie, you're a clever fel-
low, a very clever fullow, though you try to
deceive people. But I know what’s wrong
with you—you're mad.”

HIS STOCK OF STORIES.

Wilkie had many good stories, and he
told them well and in & mannper altogether
his own. Wilkie's style was quiet, but em-
phatie, precise, and perhaps slow, the points
cumulative in their effect and most carefully
led up to, and ending always in complete
success. The pistol never missed fire when
Wilkie pulled the trigger. His memory
was strong, and his store of good things was
very plentaful.

Some of his stories concerned hisown
novels snd their readers, and I recall one of
them that relates to the “Woman in White,”
Immediately after the production of that
book, when all England was admiring the
arch villainy of the Fat Fosco, the author
received a letter (which still exists) from a
lady who has since figured very largely in
public view. She congratulated him upon
the success with somewhat icy cheer, and
then said, “But, Mr. Collins, the great fail-
ure of your book is your villnin. Excuse me
if I say you really do not know & villain.
Your Count Fosco is at least a very poor
one, and when next you want a character of
that description I trust you will pot disdain
to come to me. I koow s villain, and have
one in my eye at this moment, that would
far eclipse anything I have ever read of in
books—don"t think I am drawing upon my
imagination. The man is alive and con-
stantly under my gaze. In fact he ismy
own husband!”

These were the lady’'s words as nearly as
I can remember them. . Shall I say who she
wat? She was the wiie of the late Lord
Lytton. And this mention of the “Woman
in White” reminds me of & story which I
may or may not have heard fiom Wilkie's
owa lips, bat seems nevertheless veracious.
After the story had been written (or partly
written, for Wilkie told me one day thst
down to “Blind Love” he had never been
more than five instalments shead of his
printenig and the time had come to begin
its serinl publieation, a title had vot yet
been founa. A story could mot be pub-
lished without a title, but veither the author
nor his friends could hit on one that seemed
suitable. Dickens had been appealed to,
and had failed. So had Forster, who was
prolific in good titles. Wilkie was in de-
spair, The day was approsching whea the
story must begin in “'All the Year Round.”
So one duy the novelist took himself off to
Broadstairs, determined not to retura until
a title had been found. He walked for
hours along the cliff between Kingsgate and
what is called Bleak House; he swoked s
case of cigars, and all to no purpo<e; then,
vexed and much wora by the racking of his
brains, he threw himself on the grass as the
sun went down. He was Iying faciog the
North Foreland Lighthouse, and half in
bigter jest, balf unconsciously, he began to
spostrophise it thus:—

“You are ugly and stiff and awkward—
you know you are; as stiff and as weird as
my white womsn—white woman—woman in
white—the title, by Jovel”

It was done; a title had been hit upon,
and the suthor went back to London de-
lighted. Dickens was much pleased with
the name, and the story began its career.
Buch is said 10 have been the origin of one
of the finest titles any novel ever had—at
Jeast the story sounds muéh like one of
Wilkie Collins’,

X0 FAITH IN¥ REVIEWERS,

He wrote the book, and was quite ex-
hausted at the end of it. So he made ar-
rangements for its publication in the library
form, and weni away for a long holiday in
a place at some distance (I think be said at
sea in 8 yacht), where letters could not
reach him. When he retorned home he
found his desk piled mountains high with
leters from correspondents, and newspapers
containing reviewse. Also he found his
mother (he was still living uonder the
parental roof) im distress over the
severity with which the book had been
handled in the press, “Well,” he said,"let
us see.”” 8o be read the reviews first, They
were nearly all as bad as it is in the way of
our kind of erities to make them—I have
sten a few and can vouch for the judgment.
Then he read the letters, and they brimmed
over with eulogy. ““Now,” thought Wilkie,
“this teaches me & lesson. These letters
are nesrly all from total strangers, and may
be said to represent in some measure the
angnl ublie. These reviews are by pro-

estio t:nilomeoftlmn my friends.
Either the public is right and the press
wrong, or the press is right and the public
iswrong. Time will tell. 1f the pablic
turns ort to be right, I will never trust the
press again.” '
_Thus be waited for the final verdiet of
time, and it seemed to come coufidently
enough, and the end ot 1t was that Collins
lost pearly all faith in review articles, and
even went the length of grievously under-
stating their effect on poblic opinion. I ean
say with certainty, that during my knowl-
edge of him he was all but totally indiffer-
ent (except in the cases of important arti-
cles like Mr. Quilter’s) to what the newe
said sbout his works.
gemmmﬁnﬂen they dis-
Obaraoter.; Has dile
During the

pothing amiss with me but what they eall
stomschic nervousness—or something like
it.” All the same he was & dying man dur-
ing the whole period of my scgaintance
with him, and this brings me very near to
Willesden Junction on my journey to Lon-
don, as well 83 to the last point in my garru-
lous talk about Wilkie Collins,
A LAUDANUM DEINKER

One day toward the beginning of 1888, I
ealled upon him at Wimpole strest ineirut
excitement about a difference whi 1
bad just had with s collaborateur over
& question of artin the drama. I wished
him to adjudicatc in the dispute, and he
cordially undertook to do so. ‘“‘State the
difficnlty,” he said, and I stated 1t with
much inlness. He stopped me sgain and
again—repeated, questioned sod com-
mented. Two hours went by like ten min-
utes. We were sitting in Wilkie's work-
shop, with proo!s of bis eurrent work every-
where about ue. The point was & knotty
one, and & v serious issue seemed in-
volved in it. ilkie was much worried,
“My brain is not very clear,” he said once
or twice, taking & turn across the room.
Presently, and as if by a sudden impulse, be
opened a cabinet and took out & wine gluu,
and what seemed to be a bottle of medicine,
and was Iabelled with the name of a well-
koown London chemist. “I'm going to
show you one of the seorets of my prison
house,” he said with a swmile. Then he

ured from the bottle a full wine glass of &

iqnid resembling port wine in color. “Do
vou see that?"" he asked: “It's lsudanum.”
Btraightway he drank it off I was sil but
dumfounded. 1 B

“Good hesven, Wilkie Collins,” I eaid,
"h.o; long have ,M;: taken that drug?”’

‘T'wenty years,” he ang

“More t,l;n once a day?’

“Oh, yes, much more. Don’t be alarmed.
Rememger that De Quincy used to drink
laudanum out of & jug.”

Then ke told me & story,too long torepeat,
of how & man servant os his own had killed
himselt by takiug less than half of one of
Fis doses,

VWhy do you take it?” I ssked.
© “To stimulate the brain and steady the
perves,”

*And you think it does that?"”

“Undoubtedly,” and laughing a little at
my cousternation he turned baek to the dil-
ficult subject I had eome to discuss. *“‘I'll
mdit clearer now. Let us begin again,” he
said.
“Wait,” I said, “you say, my dear fel-
low, that the habit of taking landanum
stimulates your brain and steadies your
uemiaa.m Has it the same effect on other

e. L

“It had on Bulwer Lytton,” answered
Collins, “*be told me 8o himselt.,”"

“Well, then, Wilkie Colling” I said,
“vou koow how much I suffer from brain
and pervous exhaustion. Do you advise me
to use this drug?"”’

He pauosed, changed color slightly, and
then said quietly, “No."

It was the old story, and perhaps I would
not go back on it, with all its melancholy
side lights of self-deception, and great suf-
fering, borne in persistent selftblindness,
but that I see in to-day's World that Ed-
mund Yates (a much older and more re-
sponsible friend of Collins") has openly dis-
cussed it,

THE END OF A BRILLIANT MAYXN.

I think the last time I saw Collins I
lunched with him at Wimpole street, He
was in great spirits, and very full of
“‘Reminiscences’ that be intended to write.
He talked of sll his old friends with anima-
tion, the friends of his youth, “all gone,
the old familiar faces;” and there was less
than usual of the dull undertone of sadness
that had so often belors conveyed the idea
of & man whoe knew that he had struttad too
long on his little stage. That was nearly
always the sad feeling let after a day spent
with Wilkie Collins. But on this occasion
his spirits were high and almost boyish; he
enjoyed his wine and some old brandy that
eame sfter it, and a couple of delicions
little cigars of & new brand, which he londly
recommended. The more serious questions
of literature and morality were sil ban-
ished, yarn followed yarn, and one wild
story he wld with great glee of some crack-
brain who thought he would checkmate the
“aniversal vider” by ordering a white
elephant, can only remember a single
sad note in his conversation and it was
ominous, He was talking of Dickens, and
I think he said that he had been engaged to
visit at Gad's Hill on the very ?iay that
Dickens died.

A few days later Wilkie wrote inviting
me to lunch, but naming no particular day.
I was to go what day I liked, only remem-
bering to send & telegram two or thres hours
in advanceof me. So one Sunday morn-
ing early in July (I think) of this year—I
am ill at these numbers—I wrote him a
letter telling bhim that I meant to visit him
the following day, and asking bhim for a
telegram saying if the day wonld do. In-
stead of “Wilkie’s telegram there came s
message from his aflectionate adopted
daughter, Mrs. Burtley, saying that on the

revious morning our poor dear Wilkie

ad been strack down with paralysis.

The two months that followed were an
anxious time for those of us who loved him,
and it seems like doing some violence to
sucred things to sel down one's feelings

here.

He is gone now, the good, staunch soul.
He may have had his weaknesses, I know
of very few. He may have had his sins, I
never heard tell of any.  Hewas loyal and
brave, and sweet and unselfish, He had
none of the vices of the li character,
envy and malice and uncharitableness, In
the cruel struggle for livelihood that de-

nds on fame he injured no man. He lived

is own life, and was beloved bis own

people. A great tree has fallen in the for-

est, and left a wide elearing,
# - #* L ] * *

Where was the profession of letters at
Wilkie Collins’ graveside fo-dav? I saw
very little of it.  Art, the drama and jour-
nalism were adeguutely represented; but
three or four mea of letters were all (so far
us I could judge) who stood for the craft
that the distingunisbed dead practiced. Was
this as ii should bave been? Would it
have oceurred if Collins had died 20 vears
azo? True indeed it is that the friend of
Dickens, of Reade and of Lytton had out-
lived his generation, The race of novelists
is large enough, yet two ouly of Wilkie
Collins’ brother novelists followed him to
his grave. But the great public were there
to sze the last of him. He had cheered
many of their heavier hours, rified
life for them, sweetened snd ennobled it
And to-dsy they did not forzet their debt.

HaLvL Caise,

The Lurley Song.
[AFTER HEINE.]
My soul to-night is a-weary,
Haunted, 1 know not why,
By dreams of a strange wild legend
01t told in the days gone by. .

Cool fall the airs of evening,
Tranquilly glides the Rhine,

Mirroring bank and summit
Tinted in red sunshine,

High on a rock is sitting
A m-ld;n 80 wadmmwnir.
Radiant in garments golden,
Combing her golden hair;

Combing with comb all golden,
And :f”"ff & mﬂu]‘:mg,
A melody (aint but resistiess,
or, 50 sad, 50 Strong.
1t reaches a thiful boatman
Entran ,?in 0 Warm

Nor mck.etr;&. nor water Mlih.—-
He saes but one radiant form!

Alas! alas!
Tw“ﬂ({:mﬂw
Ka wonder the Lurley singing
Has 1eft my eoal in gloom.
—E. Rothwmn P Times.
OxE of New York's most fashionsble

Fifth avenue modistes

toilettes by avamadls “ﬂw

Importing Hides From South American and
Mexican Ranches.

LEATHER WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN GOLD

|WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCH.]

Since the day that Adam sod Eve ex-
changed fig leaves for fu~s the human ani-
mal has had a habit of clothing himself in
the integument stripped from bhis dumb
brothers. How, when, or where hides were
first converted into leather no wise man ever
pretends to know. Doubtless the proceas.
was evolved, not inveated.

Leather ocertainly antedates the earliest
records, and no savage tribe, however low in
the scale, has yet been found ignorant of
some way to dress skins. Our American In-
dians, in especial, are pastmausters of the art.
Rude ss are their processes, deer, bear or
buffalo robes dressed by them are far shead
of those that white men supply, while the
buckskin of their m n4, leggios, and so
on, is a positive luxury to the touch, so soft
and pliant is it. } .

Neat cattle furnish hides for more than
half the world’s leather. Next to them
come goats, and aiter them the East Indian
buffalo and the sheep, Horse hides are in-
considerable in amount and of low value.
Pigskin used for saddles isin limited de-
mand and supply. Dogskin and ratskin for
gloves are mere items of account, not at sll
equal to the kangarco skin, which has guite
superseded some grades of calf, while deer
hides farnish glove leather, as well as that
for a variety of other needs,

In 18386 New York imported from all
sources sbout $7,500,000 worth of lesther.
In 1880 the amount fell toa little over
$6,000,000. The home supply of hides is far
below the demand. spite of all the cattle
upon our 10,000 western hills,not to mention
the plains of Texas or the ranches of New
Mexico. Mexico herself sends us many
hides, both ot steer and goat. Indeed, she
ranks next to S8outh America, from whence
comes two-thirds of our importations. For
& dozen years past hides have been admitted
duty free, to the great and manifest better-
ment of the whole leather industry.

FORTUNES IN LEATHER,

The heaviest, consequently the best, ox
hides come from Buenos Ayres. They
weigh over 20 pounds each, and fetch 16
cents per pound. Big fortunes have come
out of making "flint"” hides—that is, pur-
chasing the hides from the plainsmen, soak-
ing them for weeks in saturated salt water,
then dyeing and selling them. The advance
in price is nominal, but esch hide takes up
ten pounds or so of salt, and this yieldsa
big profit, besides cost and carriage. New
OIﬁEﬁM is the main sest of the businessin
North America, as it is also the great in-
terior entrepot for hides of all sorts. The
20-pound ox hides all go to sole leather,
Cow skins and those from young cattle fur-
nish the kipskin of commerce, and the hides
of animals a year old or under all the sev-
eral dozen varieties of calfskin,

For cheap work, both kip and calf are
often split—that is divided by machinery
into two sheets, each by courtesy ealled
leather. It will wear for a day or maybe s
week, but it is about the most unsatisiactory
investment the bargain-seekers can make.

The first thing is to cut the hides in two,
Then they are soaked in limewater four
duys, milled for six hours to free them from
loosened hair, then washed elean and left
for four days to sweat, After that comes the
acid bath, lasting five to ten days, and next
the tan vats, six in oumber, filled with
ooze of varyiag strength, in which the hides
remain from five to 60 days, Once the
process streiched over a year,  Modern in-
vention has reduced it one-hall. It is
claimed that the new electric process will
make leather in & month’s time; but
%0 far that remains to be demonstrated, at
least, on a commercial scale,

Ok bark, hemlock bark and the pow-
dered leaves of sumac are the things that
supply tannin. The bark is coarsely ground
and steeped in fresh water to make ooze for
the vats. A very late inveotion is a mill for
grinding oak wood, as well as bark, into a
sort of coarse meal, which, it is claimed,
makes a double quantity of the very best
ooze, at less than hali cost.

PROCESSES OF TANNING,

Once through the vats, the hides are
washed agaiv, scraped soew on the flesh
side, curried with tauner’s oil, whose soures
is those cod livers that are not fresh enough
for medicine; then steam-dried, pressed be-
twixt hot rollers, and send to market the
“sides of sole leather” that everybody
knows,

The bulk of it is hemlock taoned. That
bark is cheaper and gives a harder finish,
which is thought to stand rough usage best,
Ouk leather fetches always a cent or two
more in the pound, and is invariably used
for fine footwear, as well rs whenever leather
ot peculiar strength and toughness is re-
§nime.‘ There are many big houses in New

ork City, which deal in nothing but cut-
soles. They buy leather in quantity, cut it
by machinery in the most approved patterns,
and ean supply shoe men with exsetly what
they want, at & great savingof time, expense
and material. A curious feature of the
leather trade is that while Philadelphia and
Boston have each more shoe mnnuacmriu,
New York leadsboth largely in sales of raw
mnterial aud of the finished goods.

Kipskin goes throngh much the same
process—only less so, Being thinner, it re-
quires less time and care. More chemicals,
too, are used in tanniog it, snd when fin-
ished, much of it is blacked ready for the
boot or shoemaker. As much of the best
sole lenther goes to the maker o! leather
belting, so the finest of kip fulls to the har-
ness and saddle makers, who also use good
bit of fine russet call.

Nearly all of the finest calfskin is im-
ported (rom France. Itisand will likely
remain the favorite for men’s shoes, though
kangaroo leatber runms it closely. Indeed
so popular has that become that Australian
governments which began by offering boun-
ties for kangaroo sealps have now decreed a
close season six months long, each vear, to
prevent the extermination of the queer aui-
mal. Itsskin comes hither via London and
Calentta, and furnishes a lesther pleasant

enough to the ioot, but liable to streteh all
3:{; e; shape, if’ wet, and not very carefully

EID AND GOATSKIN,

Goatskins, whence come kid and moroeco
leather, are sent to us from Sounthern Eg-
rope, Mexico and South Awerice. The
very bert are shipped from Brszil or Cura-
con. Formerly ther were tunoed with
sumge; now the alum process is mainly used,
Ench of the big fuctories, however, Las its
own formula, and guards it jealously as the
corner stone of success. It is known,though,
that after tanning the skins are beaten in g
bath of yolk of egg—also that albumen is
largely used in some stages. Glazed kid
pot so long ago under ban of iashion, is now
the height of style. “Pebble’ surfaces are
prodaced by machinery, and are given only
1o the heavier grades of staff.

Sheep skin, a8 befits its varied uses, comes
from pretty well everywhere. It is the
foundation” of the parchments’ that license
men to practice on the bodies or the pockets
of their feliow-men, no less than of the
“shamois’ that the street fukir flonrishes
imploringly in your face. It served, too,
for “morocco” linings, for insoles, for welts,

ipings, what not In fact, its uses are
Lginn. It, too, is tanned with alum. Coun-
try housewives who own flocks and kill
their own mutton may be interested to know
that they may tan themselves handsome
Ck!l'.

by eovering the flesh side of a fresh
in equal quantity, it lie three
thea i, srape off all loose s, wast

“has been shown his hide

thickly with powdered I,II‘D and salt

e

and years our tanners got no clew to it de
epite their best endeavors. Then our Mini-
ster to Russia was a practical m and in
ool selbve g gy
o & spent some
time in the fuctories there watching the
manner of using it; came home with a bead
full of knowledge, and it quickly
realized a forluve. ,
The dyeing of leather is In itself an art.
Tts followers p‘? strict heed to the caprices

of fashion. hat colors she diesses ip,
silks or ribbons, they straightwa ato
dy« for—and rarely dye En vain hat

with funs, belts, bugs, bands, even bonnets,
fair woman manages to make way witha
deal more than her shioe leather. For
awhile she so pinded her fiith and fancy to
alligator skin that the saurian was in dan-
of extermination. American i
owever, came to the rescue, ery
was devised to give plaiu ealf or sheep the
coveted dinmond markings, which, together
with the l::::oid lhgmt boirf the uu]a.l lﬁi
sures us i egly g reptiles w
be left for neec?.1 All the more so, that it
not waterproof
when tanned, as was once a cardinal article
of the shoemaker’s faith.
COSTLY LEATEER,

Patent leather is made by covering fine,
lightweight calfskin with the 'nrnhg that
gives it its txouliu gloss. Sweet oil is nved
to keep leather sort, and is the only
thing that should be applied to it when in
wear., It nusml.le to add that while
mud or water vut little harm to a good
article, sudden attennations of heat and cold
will invarisbly erack and ruin it

About the costliest as well as the most
peculiar leather in the world is that known
s “piano leather.,” It is made solely from
the skin of a small deer peculiar to one dis-
trict of Germany, and its mapufacture has
for ages been handed down from father to
son ina single family in the distriet. It
costs nearly its own weight in gold. Efforts
are now being made to natoralize the ani-
mal furnishing the skin in & part of Michi-
gan very similar 1o its native habitat
Should suceeed there is a chaoce that
we may rob theold world of another of its
peculiar institations.

"“There is nothing like leather,” says the
proverb, and truly, Absolate human neces-
sities rank about thuswise: Balt, iron,
leather. The alominum age may dethrone
iron, but salt will always be needed to save
the world’s bodies, and leather no less to
give comfort to its soles,

M. C. WiLLiAMS,

A CHEAP DISINFECTANT.

Frankincense Will Drive Pests and Oders
From the House.
Rev. Father Shea, in Globe-Democrst. ]

One of the most pleasant and one of the
cheapest things to use about the house as a
deodorizer is frankincense—ihe same used
at the altar to typify the saweet savor of us-
cending prayers in the nostrils of our
Father. Nothing will so effectually drive
away the damp, heavy odor that prevails so
largely in darkened rooms. The penetra-
ting of its fumes is remarkable. When I
search in the sacristry closets for the holy
vestments alter an absence from the parish,
Ican determine whether frankincense has
been properly used, as the tell-tale perfume
will getinto the minutest corners. It pre-
serves clothing, too, from the ra of
insects, I never observed closely, bat I
have often been told that the mosquito.will
travel irom it in haste and stay there.

I cannot recollect being met by one of
those pests in a Catholic Church. A g'ult
deal of mystery surrounds this simple drag,
however, 43 many people imagine the Cath-
olic clergy huve & patent on it. The facs i
it is a simple compound of gum arabidan
cheap spices, and most any druggist will
give a pocketful foradime. Still others think
the Church proseribes it, but this is error,
as the Church cares not how much s man
uses 5o he obtaing it honestly. I would re-
commend & little, burned daily in the house
of every Christian.

ASLEEP IN A COALBIN,

The Queer Bed Chosen by n Pretty Chlcago
Somoambualist.
Chicago Hernld.]

Over ¢cn the Westside is a very handsome
young lady who is afflicted with somnam.
bulistf. When she puts her pretty head
upon the pillow at night she does not know
what may befall her before she awakes in
the morning, and she worries & great deal
over this strange sfiliction. Her people
watch ber as closely as possible, but she ob-
jects to any regualar espionsge during her
sleeping hours. One night not long ago she
went to bed at the usual hour, Along about
1 A, M. her sister, who slept in an adjoining
room, awoke and went to see if the girl wag
all right. Her bed was empty and her door
was open. The house was aroused and a
search for “La Somoambula” was n,

She was found—but where? Curled n
in a little ball on the coal in the cellar coul-
bin sleeping soundly. She was aroused
quietly and went bacis to her bed, where
she slept well until morning. In her dreams
she must have imagined that the coal cost
mo;e than & good bed, and she was abour
right.

A Bee's ldle Momont,
Lewlston Journxl, )

History is full of instanees in whicha
small and insignificant bit of vitality has
accomplished great results, from the day
that the mouse let out the lion down to the
present time. Another case was added to
the list, in the town of Harmony the other
day. An idle bee came uloug and for want
of better business stung a man’s horse,
When the remunaonts uF that team were
gathered up,behold there were 12 baskersful,
That little bee had wrecked s big bateler
wagon.

Dreas Farade at the Forn
Jodge.)

Bhe—Lieuntenant Gray, for what purpose
is that little square box back of your belt?

Lieutenant Gray—Oh, it is to carry blank
cartridges and powder, don't you know.

Bhe (who has seen the Lieutenant leading
the german)—I thought it was to hold 3
powder rag.

Auinmn Prairies,

Wide, shadow-dimpled amber leas
Brretch far away before the door;

The grasses, rolled

By autumn's breeze,
Recall the tales that seers of yore
‘Wrote of deep-waved Hesperian seas

Of moilten gold

The clonds that in-a foamy train
Creep slowly through an opal sky
 Through darkling blots
Upon the plain—
Like fubleo Blessed Isles they He
Amid the sunshine-flooded maln,
In shadowed spota

wid

urple asters swing and sway—
Dark

con banners, and
The golden rod, -
Upholds ta m with bearing brave
And wind-flowers show their suits of gray
Above the sod.

Whmmdwmmnmumm
There bangsa of biuahiog hase;
The smoky hills

“Here is a fine head of

“~

Soda Water Cashiers Who

TERRORIZE THE DIFFIDENT MAN, | B

Yoang Society Women's Craze for Locks of
Bilver 6

ﬂqy.

HAIR THAT WILL BRING $300 A POUND | £,

[CORREEPONDENCE OF THE DISPATCH.]
New Yorg, October 12, ]
WENTY years ago
when you wantad to
see the “lady eash-
jer”” you ‘bad to go
to Earope. That is
written on the au-
thority of & middle-
aged man. My re-
«wollection runs not
% 5o far back. Our
sod exclusive then.
But, as that singu-
larly observing Ro-
man author acutely
*times change,"” snd here we are,
before the experiment is fairly of age, so to
speak, with as manv lady cashiers as there
are in the city of Paris, Atleast I think
there are as many; for although there is not
& wine shop or eafe in the French espital
which is upsupplied with one of thése highly
interesting objects of decoration and use,
still the Parisian public continuesto exist
without sods water, while the enormousness
of this business with us, a lady eashier going
to each fountain, swells the dJomestic aggre-

in
gation of lady cashiers to incaloulable pro- | sould not belp

portions.

The finest soda water fountains and the
finest soda water lady ecashiers in New York
are grouped within & ecomparatively small
area about the City Hall There are
wonderful places in the shopping distries up
town, of course, but in point of size and
magnificence the downtown fountains sre
unparalleled, and

THE LADY CASHIERS +
who handle their enormous revenues are un-
speakably more distinguished than the best
specimens that Bixth avenue and npper

language, bearing, facial expression and all
that, there are lady cashiers and lady eash-
iers. The City Hall Bquare hdyaslhn—
I may use the somewhat clumsy term for the
urpuse of Iocid differentiation—have
- uw‘.i.lsu;'i? m;t. aod wanicared
n ¥ are duchesses every
innilefthu is concerned with ontward ﬁ:.l:
T do not think that they are really English_
They are so tumrkag!y rnny.hz their
breeding has been sccomplished upon the
most unmistakable and to-ploftiest E:
lines. It is guite terrible for
man to be obliged to puss in the
glass of sods water to them as they
wonderfully and awfally in their
wickerwork cages. It seems so
neTE:riy intrusive and
nickel down upon the glass
them and shove the mean little
upon their loveliness and privacy. I
that many & poor devil has given
is soda water drinking throngh sheer 1
of courage to face the terrors of this sort of

PROUD AND PEERLESS.

Do you know, oh diffident male reader,
precisely the sensation? Have you not felt
the panic stealing over yoa as yon have
stood before the soda-water M‘Lulbh and |
handed in your & cent piece? see her be-
hind her vase of deep red roses, eslml
ing a novel printed in large text jn s
pure margin; to behold her attention dis
tracted by the base eclick of your paltry
sheotSusasse
of rom your
and th:’:mw_ht spatulous digit behind 1t;
to hear the deliberate music of her bangle as
she wearily lifts her ; to see her own

3a

i
&
&

-

as though is the mullru.

with 8 quick, sharp flip, jiogling into
drawer, and then to observe b

novel without even so much glanes at
your interesting face—do you koow
thing, oh diffident reader, that has ever sent
you down further and with & colder and
more hopeless humiliation into
and you serubbing your mustache with fev-
erish zeal all the while in order that when
the proud and peerless creature looked you
over she might discover no froth upon itl

SHE DIDX'T BELIEVE IT.
“I"\ sorry, madam, but it is impossible,”

““Are yoa sure?”’
"Itinnnhooluuly out of the question,

:

£

matron bad left her um:ie

ganrtunlh street mt.ha iahmnm t Mf s
: vages u o

&::i.c: [:‘eem nll:i‘nd with ne?&u-and

celerity snd was discussing s certain master

warmly with the elerk 10 eharge.

"Bnt?i} would become me so much, don't

u see?’"

“Unguestionably it would, but it cannot
be done."”

“Are you sure of that? I saw Mrs.
Brown yesterday with the loveliest m
bair I ever saw and she ain's & day
than I am.”

“*She wore & wig."

:%don’thbeli“e it:ﬂhel 3 e

ut it is true, nev ess,” repli
;l:rre’k,_"lndlkaow it, because we made it

After the young matron bad left the shop
the clerk turned to the writer with a sigh of
relief aud observed:

“That is the tenth so far this week."”

“Penth what?" T ssked,

MIRACLE SEEKERS.

“Tenth miracle seekers. You have no
idea of the eragze there is for gray bair.
Young women, especially those with fresh
N:anm are absolutely wild about it,
ves to & face that is not striking & cer-
tain effect that must be seen to be appre-
ciated. I don't wonder that the women all
envy the owner of = fine head of gray hair.
But graying the hair is beyond the hair
dresser’s art. 'We can make hair w as
gold, red as copper, black us araven’s wing
aod as brown as the coat of a deer in wia-
ter, but gray is out of our power. Wecan
often make wizgs of gray which would defy
detection. You remember the late
Arnold’s vist to America? When he was
in Washington be said, with his acenstomed |
caodor, thut he had met there the baod-
somest woman in the world. She was the |
wife of ex-Seaajor Joseph A. MacDonald,
of Indknl.uh Huhmd‘ kIl.llli 1s a siender
woman with flash rk gray eyes, & com-
plexion of puelu_s' uud cream, and hass
wonderful head of whi]t::lifny bair. She

ng

would be an ordinary Woman were
it not for her huir.”
“In there no way of graying the hair by
"F'!' but th‘ artifice is transpareat.
u &

::1“:1 mhua powder l:;k!ﬂl over ;
r lﬁl! v ‘ul’
bavebisck or hair the

isbad. The man who can invent

WHAT HAIR I5 WORTH.

He boxes that he took down
ﬁou:F.de..g |

ey were filled
of various colors and of various

New York’s Beantiful and Baughty | %
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mg-ﬂﬂ-ﬂm to pay ,
for & half dollsr’s worth ot h: pus
as ever. I went the rounds of the cous-

The Captals Thinks It a Shell aad 500 Men

 Langh at Him. -

New York Bum.i
When we were

Chaotilly to take onr position in battle line,

to show off & bit in the presence of several
general officers. Instead of being

‘“Never, gentlemen, -

time. . i
“*And where was that?"’ ssked a curious I

shall T the
m:_y‘

at the battle of L‘iﬁ."";

the Captain of my company Took occasion | cern. 1L A

‘. o A

RN

R

“Why, in s rafle.”

- }f :

yellow,” he said.
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